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THE VOICE IN THE WELL
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would come back to you faintly, lost in the
damp darkness of the well. Even the muffied tones, if
above a whisper, stirred the silences there. If you looked
down into the deep void and said, "Hey, there," you could close
your lips and relax with a slow smile, if you cared to, and then the
echo would come up to you softly, I'he:y, there," like a sad bird
call.
Ebenzer had often done it. He would stop his plowing, tie up
his team at the fence, cross the abandoned, weed-grown yard, go
round the decaying house with its caved-in roof, and cautiously
approach the well, careful not to trip over the scattered boards
that once had been the wellhead, or over the thick tangle of
weeds and vines, and would call down, "It's me-Ebenzer,"
The always soft response seemed to ease his care-worn mind.
The strange voice that accosted him, lilt's me-EbenzeT,1" lent a
strength of nostalgic courage to his being, and his tired face
would crease into a smile, and his otherwise lustreless eyes would
take on a quiet sparkle.
Sometimes he would say, "You're a great man, Ebenzer," and
the faithful echo would bolster his weary spine. Sometimes he
would go back to his labors whistling.
Today, however, he paused only briefly: at the furrow's end,
gazed longingly towards the w,ild growth of weeds that concealed
the well, and with a curt "Giddup" followed his plow back down
the length of the long field, back and forth all day long in the hot
sun.
He still smarted under the sting of Adam Glover's words that
day, a week ago now, when he had last been to the well. Glover
had come up behind him, and had listened. The voice from th,e
well had just replied to him, "Ebenzer, you're a noble man," and
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Glover had humiliated him with his uncontrollable burst of
laughter, and had shouted, "'Vhy you silly old bastard, you're
talking to yourself."
Since that day the. folks in town had looked at him queerly,
some had snickered, and Maggie had upbraided him scathingly.
So now he felt more tired, and hotter, and didn't give a damn
about the plowing, the crops, or anything else.
But the plowing had to be done, so he continued his work. Besides, if he couldn't listen to that life-sustaining voice, if he
couldn't breathe deeply, swell out his chest with his heart beating
strongly, his blood coursing wildly, then at least he might enjoy
the consolation of being near the well; it was like being near his
soul, even if he couldn't reach down into the depths of it, if he
couldn't hear it.
It had been a hot day and all day long he hadn't seen anybody.
He had kept his eyes open, too. Adam Glover's farm was over the
ridge and he hadn't seen him, either. And the well, the tumbled·
down old house, and the cluster of weeds lay straight ahead of
him at the moment; he could see where the well lay hidden, right
over Daisy's head, sometimes right between her twitching ears as
she bobbed her head up and down, straining at the traces, steam·
ing sweat. Old Bill, too, was tired, heaving and drenched with
sweat. They needed a breather. They needed to cool off.
Coming to the fence, he gee'd them under the withered oak,
glanced quickly to left and right as he tied them in the shade. He
then lay down to rest, and to listen. He stayed there several minutes and heard nothing, and then got up. Resolved, and with no
more ado, he crossed the yard and went to the well.
"It's me-Ebenzer," he called. The echo stroked him gently,
"it's me-Eber!1.er," He smiled, and before he spoke again, heard,
"Is that you, Ebenzer?" He jumped to his feet and swung around,
but no one was there, He ran to the emptv house and peered
, through the paneless windows, through each one, walking around
the decrepit building. Only silence, nothing moved.
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"It's the sun," he muttered. "I been out in it too long."
He went back to the well and hardly had settled himself when
he heard, "Hey, EbenzeT, are you there?" It came from the well,
all right. He lay there and considered the phenomenon. It was
strange, surely. "No," he answered. But even before his echo returned, he heard, "Yes:'
It was another voice, it was not his own-he knew, now; it was
Adam Glover's voice that came from the well. His heart palpitated, so great was his agitation. "Help me out 01 here" came to
him faintly, brokenly. it seemed to him, as he scrambled to his
feet and ran to his team and" his plow.
He untied the horses, swung them back into the next row and
followed them down the length of the field. He plowed a straight
furrow, the horses plodding wearily before him, and at the other
end he unhitched them from the plow and, squinting at the low·
ering sun, climbed upon Daisy's back and, leading Old Bill, went
home.
The next day he didn't plow; as a matter of fact, he didn't plow
for a number of days. He mended fence, instead, around the bam
yard. He repaired the chicken house, and hauled out the manure.
He went to towil, bought odds and ends like tobacco, shoelaces,
and some groceries; and he heard that Adam Glover had left
home, run off and left his wife for sure.
Then one warm day he plowed. The day became hot, increasingly hot, and the sweat streamed off Old Bill and Daisy. The salt
of his own labor stung his eye~~ streaked his face with dirt and
caked his dried lips.
He stopped only at sundown, hitched the horses to the fence
and went over to the well. He leaned over and said, softly, exultantly, "It's me-Ebenzer," and waited. An odor filled his nostri~s,
a suffocating stench, but true and clear the words came out of the
well, "it's me-Ebenur."
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